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his fouler was a merrie man , took; vp the child, yea quoth he?$$tif*- 
thou fa!! vpon thy face? thou wtti'ftilt backward when thou haft more 
mi, wilt thon not Iule . ? And by mj holy darn , the pretie wretch teft 
crjing.and [aid I: to fee nowhow a ieaft ftall come about : /warrant, 
and I Jkould Hue a thoufandyearesf neuerjhould forget it: wilt thou 
not lule quoth he i and pretie foole it ftivted^ndfaid I. 
Old La. Inough of this,! pray thee hold thy peace. 
Nurfe. Yes Madamyet I cannot chufe but laugh , to think; k 
fhould leant crjing,and fay I: andyet I warrant it had vpon it brow, a 
lump as big as a young Cockrels ft one: a perillous knocks* and it crjed 
bitterly. Tea quoth my husband, fallft vpon thy face* thou wilt fall 
backward when thou commeft to age : witt thonnotYxhil Itfiinted } 
and'faidJ. : - 
tutu And (line thou too,I pray thee Nurfe, fay I. 
Nurfe. Peace I haue done : God mark; thee too his grace , thon 
waft, theprettieft babe that ere I nurft , and I might hue to fee thee 
married once, I haue my wijh. 
1 Old La. Marrie, that marrie is the very cheamc 
I came to talke of,tell me daughter Juliet j 
Ho w ftands your difpofitiohs to ^e married^ 
Juliet. It is an houre that I dreame not of. 
Nurfe. itAn houre, were not 1 thine onely Nurfe J would faj.thoH 
hadft fuckt wifedome from thy teate. 

Old La. Well thinke of marriage now,ycnger then you 
Here in FeronaXzdics of eftccme, 
Arc made alreadie mothers by my count. 
I was your mother, much vpon thefeyearcs 
That you are now a maidc,thus then in btiefc: 
The valiant Paris feckes you for his louc. 

Nurfe. A man young Lady >Lady y fuch a man as all the world* 
. Why hees a man of wax*. ._ CBS *«^««***^ a, 
VWiSf iX "^t^r^^Km^s^kvot fuch a flower. 
J Nurfe* Nay hees a flower & faith a very flower. 

Old La. What fay you,can you loue the Gentleman^ 
This night youfliall behold him at our feaft, 
Rcade ore the volubeofyoangP^ face, 
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of^moandlulict. 

And find delight,writ there witlVbcwtics pen, 
Examine eucry mai ried lwiament, 
And fee how one an other lends content: 

And what obfeurde in this faire volume lies, 

Findc written in the margcantof his eyes. 

This precious booke of loue,tlus vnbound louer, 

Tobewtifichiro,oneIy lacks aCouer. 

Thefifli hues in thefca, and tis much pride 

For faire without the faire,withw to hide: 

That bookein manics eyes doth fliarc theglone 

That in gold clafpes locks in the golden ftortc: 

So (hall you fliarc all that he doth poflcflc, 

Byhauinghim,makingyburfclfcnoleflc- 
Nurft- No leiTcnav bigger women grow by men. 
OldLa. Spcake briefly,can you like oFParu loue? 
Juli. lie looke to like,if looking liking moue. 
But no more deepc will I endart mine eye, 
Then your confent giucs ftrength to make flie. Enter Seruwg. 

Ser. Madam the guefts are comc,fuppcrfcru'd vp,you cald, 100 
my young Lady askt for,(he Nurfe curft in the Pan trie, andc- 
uene thing in extremitie : 1 muft hence to wait , 1 befcech you 
follow ftraight. 

Mo. We follow thee, Juliet the Countte ftaics. 1 °5 

Nur. Go gyrlc,feckehappie nights to happiedayes; . 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romco,Mercutio,Benuolio,>W/& flue or fixe -other [av - 
Maskers^ torchbearers. 
Romeo. What (hall this fpeech he fpokc for ourexcufe? 
Or fliall weon without appologie? . 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitic, 
Weele haue no £«pw/,hud winckt with a skarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crowkeepcr. | 6 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 
Weele meafure them a meafure and be gone 
%om. Giue me a torch,I am not for this ambling, 
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